$ Pe Dae Se $19 G'S OG @ OE OOOO) 
eters oa 4 CAA ot a3 914 a. F399 99.99. Sos 


Fw 
Pata 


> 
GO HPL Pata toate tnt a 


PD. Rintad 


2 
Nee ee 


ale 


om 
0.2.96" 
> 


cored 


ee a 


a 
Suse 
FP Sata 
aS 


= 


-—* 
“< 
<a> 

ee 

> mee 


7 


». 
ee 


+42 & 
~ 
ee 


a4 ¢ 
2 .*. 


~ 


a 
7 ‘ 


‘naa 3"s 
=. 22> 


* 
—— 
« 


fate 


= 


nate 


‘gigt" a 
= 


once: 
ee 
ee ee 


4 wine te es" aTalTelata’ ela aiet hi a aie aiate EGOS 2 tia aaa eee elale Ln 216 #leisie a aitie ate “a Pie CM Ce Te 
. 


Se ey ater eatatin | aieieiaja tea ietetet stale patiratatorstatg) sais e:sle.d,qualage 4.5) 


Sn + ‘i ? ; 
FMA Var en taPaMa ata anh it nn tal stata Te! bate! a ointaintalatarays ats y ae eto ik tT ataleia’s vet fe 


‘ : * ar 
: ee 
+. ae : t. 


© 


3 a: SS ae : 
THE PORTIC GUIDE 


‘ ie 
ce 
% e % 
on hey. *. 
Z , PO 


Gkition, Bristol, ant Frigtbourtecd ce 4 


WITH 


* hog * 
. soe: 5 = = : 
By a VISITOR OF CLIFTON, 
* ; So iene : 


= Aaa Se Ws eee 


oe ee ee 
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PREFACE 


“‘Omne tulit punctum, qui miseuit utile dulci, 
Lectorem delectando, pariterque monendo,”— 
Hor. Ars. Poet, 


Wuntsr perusing the History of Bristol some three 
weeks since, it forcibly struck the Author that many 
of the interesting historical legends and tales, now 
locked up in the ponderous tomes of Barret, Sayer, 
Nichols, and others, might, if collected and dressed 


‘in a poetic garb, be rendered both instructive and 


popular, this idea he has endeavoured to embody in 
this little Poem. His poetic readers will readily ap- 
preciate the difficulties he has encountered in linking 
the disjeeta membra of his numerous subjects in 
one continuous descriptive narrative, and also in 
varying the monotony,—necessarily inherent in the 
description of Churches, Buildings, Mansions, and 
Parks, in most of their leading characteristics go 
much alike—this monotony the Author has attempted 


vi 


to relieve by the introduction of several of the histo- 
rical legends and tales above alluded to, with the 
addition of others of a more modern date. 

The Author trusts, that the rapid composition of 
this Poem—all of which, with the exception of the 
lines on poor Miss Richmond’s death, has been 
written within the time specified above—will induce 
its readers to visit with leniency its many crudities 


and imperfections. 


Currton, Nov. 30th, 1859. 
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_ Poetic lore, pray. aid, my humble muse 

~ With i inspiring draught, whilst I dare in thyme _ 
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And thus kindly tempers their bracing air, 
To crown with beauty nymphs residing near. 
oa To trace the VitLas would a volume fill, 
“Yet many remain unchronicled still, 
A task I leave to topographic skill. 
20 Hence,*panoramic, matchless views expand, 
: Ih pe variety ay sea and Tand ;_ 


ich bears both argosies and humble prows, . 


: fhted with merchandize of ev’ry kind, 
at sates the wants of Nature or of Mind. 
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gh’s tow’ring cliffs with leafy honours crown’d, 


en n meand'ring aie the river bound ; 


of their voices raise ; mo 

0, sighing for wedded bliss, b 

oe plightea vows with platonic kiss : 

der , nightingale warbling first notes of love, 

Fears a rival in th’ echo from above. 

ry a Here,—to aid that on Avon’s Clifton shore,— 8 


Two Roman camps once stood in days of yore. 
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Here, late ’midst tangled glades of rock and wood, | 
A fiend dar’d steep his hands in female blood ; 

Who with smiles lur’d,—playing the lover’s part-— 
His victim ; then with bullet piere’d her heart: * 2 


To justice brought, he in brief space of time, | ; met cs 


Paid on the drop, the penalty of crime. 


Fam'd Lricu Court yon charming knoll proudly crowns, 
And with gems of virtu and art abounds : 

Here genius, taste, and elegance combin’d, 

Prove that o’er all presides a master mind, 

Who, in the great council of the nation, 

Long has ably aided Legislation ;. 

‘Not less ably o’er Session’s Court presides, 

And with strictest justice the law decides. 


* 


When fierce RreBecwion o’er fair England 


And Charles sought refuge for his crow 


* The pretty village of Abbot’s Leigh is very interesting, 
as being one of the many places where Charles II., afterhis | ‘> 
disastrous defeat at Worcester, found refuge. The then ~ 
possessor of Leigh Court was Mr. afterwards Sir Richard 
Norton, Knight. Abbot’s Leigh was once a Manor belonging 
to the abbots of St. Augustine’s Abbey, Bristol, and after the es 
dissolution of the religious houses was given to Paul Bush, the : =e 
first Bishop of Bristol, who, in 1548, surrendered it to the King = 
but he was allowed to keep it until his death, when the rever- % 
sion of the Manor was granted to Sir George Norton, Knight. 
“He was the great-great-great-grandfather of the loyal Sir G. 
Norton, who afforded Charles IL an asylum at his house, after 
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T’Abbot’s Court, near that of Leigh—its site,— 

From Wor’ster’s luckless field he sped his flight ; 
60 Where its lord, in secret, due homage paid, 


And the hapless King screen’d, in safety stay’d ;— 


é 
his defeat at Worcester ; and as be left no representatives of 
his own name, the Manor went to his nephew, John Trenchard. 
the son of his sister Ellen and William Trenchard, into whose 
possession came the block on which Charles I. was beheaded. 
This block remained at Old Leigh Court until the removal of 
Mrs. Trenchard (who took it with her), to her new residence 
in the village of Abbot’s Leigh, which stood close to the Inn. 
After the death of Mrs. Trenchard her effects were sold, and 
among them this block, which was in appearance like a 
butcher’s block, being part of the trunk of a tree. It was 
about two-and-a-half feet high, and two feet in diameter ; 
instead of being sold entire at the auction, it was cut up into 
small pieces, for which there was great competition, and con- 
sequently the fragments fetched in the aggregate a very large 
price. On the evening of the day on which the battle of Wor- 
cester was fought (September 3, 1651), Charles IL, accom- 
panied by many of his nobility, quitted the field, and rode to 
a place called Whiteladies, in Staffordshire, a distance of 
twenty-six miles. It was at this place that he found refuge 
with the loyal Pendrells, who lived near together in this 
district. John was the owner of Whiteladies. It being 
deemed unsafe for the king to remain here long, he disguised 
himself as a countryman, and set off in the company of a 
brother of his host (trusty Dick Pendrell), hoping to be able 
to reach London. On many accounts the king changed his 
‘purpose, and decided on attempting to reach the Severn and 
cross to Wales, This idea he also abandoned upon consider- 
ation, thinking it safer to return to the vicinity of Whiteladies, 
to the house of William Pendrell, who lived at Boscabel, 
where he hoped to hear news from some of his friends. There 
it was that, together with Colonel Careless (properly Carlos), 
who had joined him, he lay concealed for some hours in the 
oak tree, of which we are annually reminded every 29th of 
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In menial’s guise his Royal rank conceal’d, 
Scarce was his secret to one friend reveal’d : 
King first to Welsh asylum bent his thought, 
Ere to Boscabel by true Pendrell brought. 


May (the king’s birthday), and the day on which he entered 
London at his restoration, At Boscabel he was shortly joined 
by Lord Wilmot, with whom he again set out on his travels. 
Having gone a few miles, Charles sent his companions on to 
Bentley, the residence of Colonel Lane, ‘to see,’ said 
Charles, ‘‘ what means could be found for my escaping towards 
Loudon ; who told my lord, after some consultation thereon, 
that he had a sister who had a very fair pretence of going 
hard by Bristol to a cousin of hers, that was married to one 
Mr. Norton, who lived two or three miles towards Bristol, 
at the Somersetshire side, and she might carry me thither as 
her man ; and from Bristol I might find shipping to get out of 
England.” Approving the plan, the king changed his dress to 
that of a servant, and the following day set off with Mrs. Lane 
towards Bristol, going past Stratford-on-Avon, and staying a 
night at Long Marson ; from this place they proceeded to Ci- 
rencester, where they slept, and the next day they reached 
Bristol, and thence proceeded to Abbot's Leigh. We shall 


give an account of the king’s visit in his own words, dictated _ 


to Pepys some years afterwards :—‘‘ Thence to Mr. Norton’s 
house, beyond Bristol, where, as soon as ever I came, Mrs. 
Lane called the butler, a very honest fellow. whose name was 
Pope, and had served Tom Jermyn as groom of my bedcham- 
ber, when I was a boy at Richmond ; she bade him take care 
of William Jackson, for that was my name, as having been 
sick of an ague, whereof, she said, I was still weak and not 
quite recovered. And the truth is, my late fatigues and want 
of meat had indeed made me look a little pale ; besides this, 
Pope had been a trooper in my father’s army, but I was not to 
be known in that house for anything but Mrs. Lane's servant. 
Pope the butler took great care of me that night, I not eating 
as I should have done, with the servants, upon account of my 
not being well. The next morning I arose pretty early, having 


see 
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"Tis said, when acting menials’ part below, | 
Heedless of duty, ’midst a soldiers’ row, 
That King Charles from the cook receiv’d a blow: | 


a very good stomach, and went to the buttery-hatch to get 
my breakfast, where I found Pope and two or three other men 
in the room, and we all fell to eating bread and butter, to 
which he gave us very good ale and sack. As I was sitting 
there, there was one that looked like a country fellow sat just 
by me, who talking gave so particular an account of the battle 
of Worcester to the rest of the company, that I concluded he 
was one of Cromwell’s soldiers; but I asking how he came 
to give so good an account of that battle, he told me he was 
in the king’s regiment, by which I thought he meant one 
Colonel King's regiment ; but questioning him further, I 
perceived he had been in my regiment of guards, in Major 
Broughton’s company, that was my major in battle. I asked 
what kind of man I was ? to which he answered by describing 
exactly both my clothes and horse ; and then looking upon 
me, he told me that the king was at least three fingers taller 
than I, upon which | made what haste I could out of the 
buttery, for fear he should indeed know me, as being more 
afraid when I knew he was one of our own soldiers, than when 
I took him for one of the enemy. So Pope and I went into 
the hall, and just as we came into it, Mrs. Norton was coming 
by through it ; upon which, I plucking off my hat and stand- 
ing with my hat in hand as she passed by, that Pope looked 
very earnestly in my face, but I took no notice of it, but put 
on my hat again and went away, walking out of the house into 
the field. I had not been out half-an-hour, but coming back I 
went up to the chamber where I lay, and just as I came thither 
Mr. Lassells came to me, and in a little trouble said, ‘ What 
shall we do? I am afraid Pope knows you; for he says very 
positively to me that it is you, but 1 have denied it.’ Upon 
which I presently, without more ado, asked him whether he 
was a very honest man or no? Whereto he answering me that he 
knew him to be so honest a fellow, that he durst trust him with 
hislife. As having been always on our side, I thought it better 
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For years was shewn the spot on which he stood, 
7” At old Leigh Court,—e’en spit, and block of wood. 
The block—on which his poor Sire lost his head — 
In his blood steep’d, by rebel monsters shed, 
Rested here ; till by auction piecemeal sold, 


As martyr’s relics, were more priz’d than gold. 


Welsh mountains there the Northern landscape bound, 
With gaunt Castles and Druid Cromlechs crown’d; 
Here, Severn, rolling his majestic tide, 


The ocean joins,—in estuary wide. 


to trust him, than go away and leave that suspicion upon him ; s 
and therefore sent for Pope, and told him that I was very glad 
to meet him there, and would trust him with my life as an old 
acquaintance. Upon which, being a discreet fellow, he asked 
me what I intended to do; ‘for,’ says he, ‘I am extremely 


happy I knew you, for otherwise you might run great danger “3 Fe 
in this house. For though my master and mistress are good : a i 
people, yet there are at this time one or two in it who are very e ae 


great rogues ; and I think I can be useful to you in anything 

you will command me,’ Upon which I told him my design of 

getting a ship, if possible, at Bristol, and to that end bade 

him go that very day immediately to Bristol, to see if there 

were any ships going either to Spain or France, that I might 

get a passage away in. I told him, also, that my Lord Wilmot x 
was coming to meet me here; for he and I had agreed at 

Colonel Lane’s, and were to meet this very day at Norton’s. 
Upon which, Pope told me that it was most fortunate that he : oe % 
knew me, and had heard this from me ; for if my Lord Wilmot t # 
should have come, either he would have been most certainly 

known to several people in the house, and therefore he would 

go: and accordingly went and met my Lord Wilmot, a mile es 

or two off the town, not far off, where he lodged him till it : 

was night, and then brought him thither by a back door to Pid 
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Kinesweston’s lordly Covnr there greets the sight, 
, 80 Whose park and avenues create delight : 


Above, on its verge, Pen-pole rears his head ; 
_ Below, lie scenes of matchless beauty spread. 
? What bold pen dares, in Poetry or Prose, 
The charms of this new Paradise disclose ? 
Nature, here array’d in her brightest guise, E 
Absorbs in eestacy th’ enraptur’d eyes ; 


my chamber; I still passing for a servant man, and Lassells 
e and I lay in one chamber, he knowing all the way who I was. 
So after Pope had been to Bristol to inquire for a ship. but 
could hear of none ready to depart beyond sea sooner than 
within a month, which was too long for me to stay thereabout, 
I betook myself to the advising afresh with my Lord Wilmot 
and Pope what was to be done; and the-latter telling me that 
there lived somewhere in that country, upon the edge of 
Somersetshire, at Brent, within two miles of Sherborne, Frank _ 
Windham, the Knight-Marshal’s brother, who being my old 
acquaintance, anda very honest man, I resolved to go to his 
house. But the night betore we were to go away we had a 
misfortune, which might have done us much prejudice ; for 
Mrs. Norton, who was big with child, fell into labour and 
miscarried of a dead child, and was very ill, so that we could 
not tell in the world how to find an excuse for Mrs. Lane to 
leave her cousin in that condition : but indeed it was not safe 
to stay together, where there was so great resort of disaffected 
idle people. At length, consulting with Mr. Lassells, 1 thought 
*the best way would be to counterfeit a letter from her father’s 
home, to tell her that her father was extremely ill, and com- 
mended her to come away immediately for fear that she other- 
wise would not find him alive; which letter Pope delivered 
so well, while they were at supper, and Mrs. Lane played her 
part so dexterously, that all believed old Mr. Lane to be indeed 
in great danger, and gave his daughter the excuse to go away 
with me the very next morning early, Accordingly, the next 
morning we went direct to Brent.” 
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Seas, rivers, mountains, tow’rs, and brilliant skies, cs a 
Dazzling the sight, in endless vistas rise. 
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Round its base, sweeps Wye’s impetuous flood, 
In bygone times,— oft dyed with human blood : 
This fort, through England, bears an honor’d name, 


% . 110 Though vanquish’d, —e’er unsullied kept its fame. 


: There—the Queen of ruins—fam’d TINTERN reigns, 
; By time enhane’d, her beauty never wanes ; 
O’er her graceful windows and columns’ heads, 
Ivy its shelt’ring mantle gently spreads, 
And hallow’d gloom, through Aisles and Transepts 
* sheds.— * 
” ‘These ruins—still so beauteous in decay, 
Tell of the glories of a bygone day,— 
When—vaulted Choir and Aisles,— where bats now 
dwell,— 
Peopled with monks,—re-ehoed th’ organ’s swell ; 
120 When prayer—borne on musie’s wings—Heav nward 
sped, 


Seeking pardon—at Grace's fountain Head.— 


in judgment on Charles L., was, at the restoration of Charles 
II., confined in this tower, until his death. In the civil wars 
it was held for King Charles I. by Sir Nicholas Kemeys, with a i 
weak garrison of 160 men; after succesfully defeating an 
assault made by Cromwell in person, soon their provisions 
~ failed, but even then, they refused to surrender to Col, Ewer 
¢ (who commanded Cromwell's forces,) under a promise of quar- 
Tes “ter, but after a second assault, in which Sir N. Kemeys and 
; ; forty men were killed, were obliged to yield to Kwers’. over- 
whelming numbers. 


BAWUYLUYUMI UCU? ff < 
ra W/4, EE a, 4 4 : 


ca 


‘ Port’sHeap’ 8 land-lock’d t 


-toss’d ships, or wind 


* The Re 

~ thedral, met ath 
of the same day 
aig Church. * 


os 


20 


Next, the Chase, Braise Castix, and Belvedere, 
’Midst enchanting groves and ravines appear ; 
Their lord, patron of Lit'rature and Art, 


a 


A classic spirit breathes through ev’ry part ; 
Gems of virtu adorn his Castle’s halls, r 
Which a chaste lustre shed throughout their walls. 
Westb’ry,—of Canynge’s Deanery the site,— 
Its church ’midst villas beaming, courts our sight : 
7 aes 4 Near,—ten Alms Cots girdle a lovely lawn, 
tc 150 Where Peace and Charity ne'er cease to dawn. 
: Jot 
Bristol’s lungs—th’ airy Downs—now claim our inuse, 
Bethesda-like, t’ all health and’ strength diffuse : 


Midst hawthorn brakes the sick ne’er woo in vain 


The balmy breeze, sure solace of their pain. 
Here waning life, fann’d by these health-wing’d winds, 
In Nature’s breath a kind Physician finds ; 
Belles and beaux here acquire th’ equestrian art, © 
¢ * Or launch at target’s eye the feather’d dart ; 
3 vai Whilst bands of youth theie manly skill display, 
‘ 160 In feats and games athletic day by day ; 


Here soldiers, too, in mimic war engage, 


Or in mock battle join, with feigned rage. 


- 
: 2 ¢ 
Northward, Coox’s Fouty rears its ivy’d tow’rs, 
Fam‘d for legend, bower’ naan wild flow'rs, 
7 ty 
 ] * * 
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Part IBLE 


Midst that sunny vale—stretch’d the Downs between,— 
Zootoctc GAKDENS smile, deck’d in green ; 
For wild creatures Art here provides a home, 

e 180 Where, in mock liberty, they sport and roam. 

On féte-days t’ its lake and lawns crowds resort, 

Who in the mazy dance and games disport. 
Flora and Apollo hold charming fétes, 
When each, with zest for public weal, competes : 


Her scions,—rob’d in Nature’s peerless guise, 


Dare the modiste’s capricious art despise ; 
i Nor spin,—nor toil,—but heed the poet’s boast, 


‘* Beauty unadorn’diis adorn’d the most.” 


Though Flora and Pomona prizes gain, 
199 Most homage wins Apollo’s martial strain ; 
: Pomona—off’rings bears of luscious fruits, 
Whilst gourmands luring, every palate suits. 
Here, fair belles sprung from Nature’s choicest mould, 


In Flora’s rivalry, their eharms unfold ; 
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Forms,-——that in symmetry with Hebe vie, 
Eyes,—that in glances say, “ Behold, and die;” 
Model heads,—whose auburn flowing tresses, ‘ 
Woo the sighing breeze with soft caresses ; 
Lips of coral,—and lids, whose jetty fringe 

200 Kissing their cheeks, with roguish archness tinge ; 
To the choice gems of Nature here combin’d,— 
Bid Fancy add—the nobler gifts of mind,— : 
Then—where on earth could we their equals find ? se 
Why does Fashion disguise such forms divine, 
In air-blown parachutes of crinoline, 
Whose loop’d folds entice th’ eyes behind their screen ? és 
When—to please Cupid, Zephyr fans this veil, Re . 
What fresh charms does his wooing breath reveal ? 
One need first acquire the skill’d limner’s art, 


210 To do justice to ev'py beauteous part ; 


Since then this void good Taste forbids me fill, 
The picture I must leave to Fancy’s skill. 

Such hosts, with these surpassing graces crown’d, . BE 
Midst their floral rival’s tents flit around, “ 
That did Paris,—the claims for beauty’s throne ; 
Here award—Time would sadly mar his own, 

Ere all were weigh’d, and thron’d the chosen ONE, 


. Cuirron Cuvurcu’s noble site, fair record claims, 
Church’s pseudo-gothic style, designer shames ; 
20 Her daughter, Christ Church, by her chaste design, 
Both elevates*the soul and tone of mind ; 
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Heav’nward her Spire shoots up its graceful height, 
Where in unison, our thoughts wing their flight. ~ re 


' = Here Gardens,— their elm-studded mantle ‘spread, 
phy r 


Midst whose grot’s fount—Aquarius rears his head. 


+. . 
_ Sion-hill spring,—though bearing a sacred name,— 
' To healthful source, not sacred, owes its fame ; 
Link’d to twin-sister at Hotwells below, 


* 
On all—their healing waters strength bestow. ~ 


230 Mansions, in terrac’d lines from ledge to ledge 
Of shrub-clad rock, creep down to Avon's edge ; 
On their rugged. and precipitous face, ” 
Beetling o’er th’ abyss—hangs Windsor Terrace, 
And seems with ruin t’ its neighbours menace : 
A horse to carriage yok’d once took the leap, 
The rails its inmate sav’d from endless sleep. 
Through Sirens—gain’d Sylla and Charybdis | 
Victims,—through Flora,—yon Rocks and Abyss ; 
For oft have these, for Nature’s gifts so lov’d, 

240 Death’s harbinger, to her fair vot’ries prov’d : 

Late, to these rocks,—lur’d by botanic spell— 

A fair Maid*—toppling o’er their chasm, fell ! ~ 


Alas! like lily that fades ere in bloom, 
On Life’s threshold, Death’s prey,—how sad her doom. 
. . =o ae ae ~ ibe BS ‘*. Sir fetes 
x Z * Miss Richmond. 
: : ‘ : 
_* i: 


¢ 


oe 
* 
* 


Ba 


Unwary.youth,—warn’d by - awful lot, % es 
Pause, and mark well the dangers of this spot; se 
. Whilst her fate lives fiir! in mem'ry’s eyes, 


Around this Cliff, let — - 


Southward, Brunel’s “ Be Follies ” next appear, 
- 2t0 Monsters, doom’d a “ suspended ” Bridge to. bear. 


i ‘ + 


M ae ‘next, the Observatory’s turret Pass 

‘These downs crowning on their highest summit ; 
Thagh now it gladdens the organs of sight, 
Once, when Mill, gave the nasal ones delight. 
Oh happy choice its site! near Newton’s Seat,j 
Of Science’ ia the Greatest of the Great ; 


With whose wond’rous genius none dad compete : 
Here a fine ¢ mera and telescope, 


8 ¢ 2 of sky, and earth develop, 


= oe = = 
* These ‘lines, as stated i in the Preface, were BS just 
after Miss eo ees before the present rails were 


put up. 


-once a snuff windmill; oe other por- ; % 
i 1g were destroyed by re. — by the 
friction of the fau ina gale wind. ij 


ae Barr Court, near Bitton, _" 4 


on vies ge eS 
i o4 4<% 3s 
ote A- Ge wey, ey 


"= 
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Be 


* “< 


Bee . 
Are brought within the weakest visions’ scope, : 


s. ‘ " © Mirror’d i in th’ achromatic ‘Telescope. 


: _ Ninety feet beneath,—in St. Vincent's hi 
* aang 2: Lie Ghyston' s Cave, Oratory, and Tomb ; 
air Whose deeds —though legends would immortal make, 
270 ‘Truth,—from oblivion’s sleep forbids me wake. eS 
Deep i in the bowels of these Limestone Rocks, 

es Bright crystalignisnam! d diamonds, Nature locks, 
Whose lustre and water, so bright and fine, 

« With Eastern gems in second beauty shine. 


Mark Asutox, for its Court embattled fam'd, =, | 
Late by mock Baronet unjustly claim’d ; _ os 
Around,—spread its fine Park and broad mad ; 


Midst whose fair glades—Pan and Diana reign : is 
Its vale mark,—with en -atnidles fences hemm’d,_ . 
280 Tts turf of emerald with flow’rets "gemm’d : 
~ Ashton, ke some bright snake, unfolds her coil — 
Of Villas, which midst sparkling Baar smile, - 


oe 


tee 


; - 
On Brocxiey,—Nature, methinks, testing shocks. 
First tried,—training her strength for Cheddar's Rocks ; 


; Here, more smiles, less frowns, in her freak displays, 

aA Here, her features in chaster guise arrays ; 

ee . And hence a miniature Cheddar’s produc’d, ¥ 

y In many parts like, though in size redue’d. ary 5. 
In an umbrageous vale stands Brockley Court, 

20 In Park that a crowns the knoll wild evibeat: 


a 3 B e ie e “a? ae " “ er . w a " fey : 


. 


itm 
’ 


+ 


Here A itosNature lends her cheerful aid, 
: Whose ble nded skill a lovely place has made. _ 


abe 
oy 


ar 
wales 1, Bishop’s Tow’r rears its spiral form, 
Which both attracts the sight, and braves the storm ; 
” thenee fair scenes, tat scarce an equal know,— 
ia and-marine— lie stretch’ d below ; 3 
‘Bina aid Sea, hi charms in rivalry show ;— ae, ae 
From the tree-checker'd vale peeps Banwell’s Tow’r, © 


ilent witness of Gospel’s world-wide ‘pow’ : 


p its fam’a inte=-o niliete Wists leads, 5 
Those gaunt array—around grim shadows sheds ; 
4 !"in Druid mockery—triple zone ~ " 
m ‘mound circles,——in fancy, victim’s moan 
‘ "Grates the ear, or priest’s howl o’er blood fresh flown. 
Fossils—point to th’ antediluvian home, 
_Where re onee—as e monsters—they lov’d to roam : 
Deore in hill’s & sad expand their jaws, 
Pil’d with monsters’ bones, bears and tigers" claws : 


Problem their presence here,—gainst Nature’s 
Pp gs 


laws:— \> , 
310 Dar’d I tempt friends through deep theories lead, ° 
Perplexid. would be my,pen, still more my head. 1 e 
Next a’Stalactite Palace greets our sight, = ae 


Where, gemm’d by Nature, varied forms shine bright : ; 


. Wint, is a name sometimes given Banwell Hill. 


: 4 * a 
ae . bet « 
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a a i™ 
ae If here, in a trance, one should e’er be brought, 


Aladdin’s halls would strike first waking thought ;~ 
Then,—when the eyes dar’d scan its vaulted dome, be 
Or in wonder—through its recesses roam, 

' Horror—succeeding joy—through heart would thrill, 
And Hell's fears our returning senses fill. 

320 Here its late master’s* spirit still presides, % 
It—we trace in villa, lawns, walks, and rides; _ . 
To rich and poor, e’er just, gen’rous, and kind, 

His mem’ry lives in ev’ry heart enshrin’d. 
For unlocking Nature's stores, to Beard’s zeal+ 


Sons of Science must e’er indebted feel. 


* The late Right Rev. and Hon. Bishop Law. : 


+To Mr. William Beard’s intelligence, zeal, and perseverance, 
the public are indebted for those very interesting discoveries— 
the Bone and Stalactite Caverns. te 


End of Part II. 
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340 Hence in channels hewn flows the crystal tide, 


That spreads in tubes, through Bristol far and wide. 


There intervene—and slightly cloud the sight— 
Sranton’s fam’d Berry and fair Timsp’ry’s SuEGHr ; 
Hence th’ eyes sweep with panoramic compass, 
O’er views that in beauty these nigh surpass. 
Beneath its screen, an ancient mansion stands,— 
A Queen’s guerdon to kinsman-knight,* its Lands :— 
In Hall-—his mail; in Church—his effigy 
Rest, whose tablet marks deeds of piety. 

350 Tis said, here headless phantoms roam by night, 


The ghosts of heroes, slain in bloody fight. . 
. : Near the Hall two headless} skeletons found, 
Tinge with truth this legend long circling round. 


Oft modern times startling events unfold, 
That nigh surpass in wonder those of old ; 


° FarkinGton, near here, a rare instance gives, 


Where long entranc’d a peasant-maiden lives, 


* Queen Elizabeth gave the Manor of Timsbury to Sir 
Barnaby Samborne, her cousin, = 4 


Fa 
< + Found by the Proprietor, a few years ago, when levelling 
the ground in front of the Hall, about fifty yards distant, 
and eighteen inches only beneath the surface. 
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Whose faculties, throughout her life’s advance 

From childhood, have been wrapt in constant trance ; 
ae She, through fifteen long years already flown, 

Has nor pain, nor pleasure, nor hunger known ; 

No solid food through her clos’d lips has gone, 


Her sole support was liquid food alone.* 


Westward, ’midst the vale water’d by the Chew, 

In rural beauty rob’d, rests Stanton Drew ; 

Smiling now,—though once with horrors frowning,— 

When, with a hecatomb cromlechs crowning, 

Druid Priests in those triple circles stood, 

Grimly gloating o’er victims reeking blood. : 
370 Less ancient Aveb’ry’s stones, than these, ’tis thought 


Whilst they have tenons, these are still unwrought. wh ae 


Southward, in wild majestic grandeur rise 
Cueppar Crirrs, whose gaunt peaks dare climb the skies ; 
Here, Nature seems in a fantastic freak, 


Smiles chang’d for frowns,—to her barriers break — 


And in ages past, by dread earthquakes’ shocks, 

To have asunder rent these awful rocks ; U ag 

And from her angry bosom to have torn ics 

Those crags, which o’er her debris seem to mourn : 
380 Or did the Cyclops, lending Nature aid, 


Pile up these forts—with rocky masses made,— 


*The Author can vouch for the accuracy of this extraordi- 
nary case. ~ 


= 
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Which, in proud castellated forms, defy 

Both battle’s storms, and thunders of the sky ? 
Deep in whose womb a spacious cave expands, 
Brilliant stalactites, fresh from Nature’s hands, 
Like pendant crystals from its roof shoot down, 
And with sparkling lustre, their precincts crown ; 
From its inmost halls limpid fountains gush, 


Whose streams o’er flower-enamel’d pastures rush; 


39° To these charms—Flora adds her fragrant share, 


Mantling these heights with Pinks,—perfumes the air. 


‘ 
Mctuer’s Orraan Home, Friends, now claims your 


ear, 

This wonder of God’s providence and care,— 

Proves His unfailing heed to heart-born prayer : 
Eight hundred there—are cloth’d, and fed, and taught 
Though neither gifts, nor gold, are ask’d or sought, 


Yet all are in profusion thither brought. 


Hence, sunny glades climb to ALMonpsb’ry’s Height, 


Whence, surpassing views greet our wond’ring sight ; 


400 Here Severn, through rich past’ral scenes below, 


Sweeps, while his tides in grandeur ebb and flow ; 
His broad course, hemm’d by Nature’s rarest gifts, 


Both our theughts entrances and heav’nward lifts. 


There THoRNB’RY CasTLe rears its stately head, 


Which o’er this valley once protection spread. 
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Its vast and perfect Courts, and noble Site, 
Mark days of chivalry, and feudal fight ; 
Though ivy mantles its grey tinted walls, 
Time,—has scarce marr’d its once convivial halls ; 
“10 As in honor of its then Royal guests, 
Still stays his hand, its spoiling pow’r arrests : 
Matchless oriels in pristine beauty swell, 
' Though silent,—tales of bygone grandeur tell. 
i ! in fancy, the Tournament renew’d, 
From these oriels by courtly ladies view’d ; 
Perhaps Beauty’s Queen, by Royal* hands crown’d, 
The cynosure becomes of all around ; 
At clarion’s blast, mail’d Squires and Champion Knights 
Their coursers mount,—then speed the mimic fights ;— 
420 The Lists circle, —in pageantry’s array, 
Their gallant mien,—to Beauty’s Queen display ; 
Then pois’d their lances, charge at utmost speed, 
The Ladies’ smiles,—their sole and only heed :— 
One by lance unhors’d, reeling, prostrate falls, 
His Foe, for Beauty’s prize in triumph calls ; 
In his honor resound the festive halls. 
Thus, as in Homer’s days, fair woman’s charms, 


Form heroes, both in war and feats of arms. 


Though in distance far, in connexion near, 


430 BERKELEY CasTLE next claims attention’s ear ; 


* King Henry VIIL and Queen Anne Boleyn were sumptu- — 


ously entertained for ten days, at Thornbury Castle, 1539. 
c 


34 


Though it has cent'ries brav’d of civil strife, 
Still stands unscath’d by time, still teems with life. 
Here have monarchs sought refuge when forlorn, 
And pris’ners made, been of their honours shorn : 
Here once, two Earls* their noble rank belied, 
When by their tort’ring hands, King Edward died. 
A sable gloom still hovers o'er these halls, 
Which tells of bloody deeds within their walls ; 

* In fancy strike the ear, dire hunger’s moan, 

440 Orclank of chains, or Edward’s dying groan. 

The chronicles of Berkeley’s noble race, 
Through their historic maze, I dare not trace ; 
Their boons to Bristol woulda volume fill, 


Yet leave their deeds of arms unnotie’d still.+ 


Next Sroke Courr, seems from its fortress terrace, 


On all friends to smile, but foes to menace ; 


Nature and Art, throughout this Duke’s { demesne, 
Each helping each; in happy union reign. 


Though Srarteton midst sister rivals lies, 


450 Its type Arcadian, rivalry defies ; 


*King Edward IL, after his deposition, was detained 
prisoner at Berkeley Castle, by Lords Berkeley, Mantravers, 
and Gourney, and most barbarously murdered by the two 
latter, the room and bed in which this awful tragedy was 
enacted, is still shown to visitors. 

+ Thomas, 2nd Lord Berkeley, held high command at the 
battle of Poictiers, Sep. 19th, 1356, and died A.D. 1361. 

+ His Grace the Duke of Beaufort. 
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Its Church—(Monk’s gift) midst girdling villas seems 
O’er all to shed its soul inspiring beams. 
Cresting a lovely slope Heath Mansion stands, 


Proudly o’erlooking its manorial lands. 


If wilder scenes and ruder prospects please, 

Lo! Kryeswoop, veil’d in smoke midst stunted trees ; 
Though a Royal title adorns the place, 

How rude and unking-like the present race! 

Who in cheerless darkness their labour bear, 


460 And coal from th’ earth’s bowels in masses tear. 


End of Part IJ. 3 
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Part TW. 
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Mark Bristot,—now our rural tour’s complete, 

For trade and industry a favour’d seat ; 

Chronicled “‘ Queen Commercial” of the West, 

Her port, next London, once rank’d England’s best. 

Then, midst Science’s realms, proudly rais’d her 
head : 

Mark well—the records of her Mighty Dead ! 

Mark well—her philanthropic spirits fled ! 

Of Canynge, Colston, and a kindred host, 


Th’ immortal deeds are justly Bristol’s boast. 


CatHEepraL,—though of English Minsters least, 

Yet in most points ranks equal with the best, 

Her root’s bi-arch’d groins—her rich stain’d windows— 
Mark —where light in mellow’d radiance flows : 

Here sleep in Death crowds of illustrious Dead, 

On wings of hope their spirits Heav’nwards sped. 

*Tis rumour’d,—renew’d her waning glories, 

This Minster will soon in new splendour rise ; 


For Congregation’s wants, increas’d in size. 
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May God, all hearts inspire with Holy zeal, 
480 To speed this work for good of public weal. 


Lo ! next—array’d in Anglo-Norman guise,— 
Cuaprer-House and arch’d Gateway greet our eyes ; 
Which,—as pure types,—most Antiquarians prize. 
Hlenry* and Fitzhardynge were much rever'd,— 
’ When near,—they a goodly monast’ry rear’d ;-— 
O’er th’ arch,—a curious label marks the fact, a 


Those buildings were their joint and pious act. 


A cross—type of that which once rear'd its head 
In Wine street—(by Goths remov’d to Stourhead) 
490 On College Green its airy form displays, ; oe ¥ 


Best seen when tinted by Aurora's rays. 


Park street adorns—a Museum or Art,+ E 
Well stor’d with rich treasures from ev’ry part ; 
Its twin sister,|—to Science lends her halls, 


And oft are Lectures read within their walls. 


BranpDon’s proud crest there tow'rs o’er City bounds, 
Which once Charles’s,—now Russian cannon crowns.— 


Some civic Don, volcanic deems this cone, 


: 
‘ 


Geologists the thought with scorn disown ; 
500 The only dread his theories inspire, 


Is lest his science should set “‘ Thames on fire.”’ 


~« King Henry I. ae 
+ The Bristol Institution. | +The Athenaum, Corn Street. 
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Once grae’d its brow St. Brendon’s Hermitage, 
Where Lucy,—its first inmate spent an age 

In penance, — hoping thus sin’s stings t’assuage.— 

A Royal School* adorns its western slope, 

Where skill’d Masters, orphan minds develop. 

This legend, obscure its source, handed down 
Through ages, thus gains credence through the town. 
When Queen Bess, Bristol with a progress grac’d, 


510 And Civic Dons before her pageant pac’d, 


Scarce had these her Majesty homage paid, 
Ere some Nymphs of the Tub obeisance made ; 
Of these, so few possess’d a pretty face, 

Or rejoic’d in the rarer gift of grace, 


~ Queen, mov’d with pity, gave them Brandon’s Cone— 


There, clothes to dry,—there, stretch their linen on ;— 
4nd, moreover, pass’d a Royal decree, 
‘© Whoe’er weds Bristol Maid, shall Freeman be.” 


The now bright galaxy of lady loves, 


520 The frail base of this legend—libel proves ; 


By Nature’s laws, like Persian, fix’d and sure ; 


Beauty springs not from th’ ugly and impure. 


On Tynpat's Park's brow rob’d in brilliant green, 
‘Midst shady groves, its stately Mansion’s seen, 
Which seems, like a proud patron to look down 


On its more humble neighbours circling round. 


* Queen Elizabeth’s Hospital, erected 1847, in Tudor style. 
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op’s College, and Blind Asylum’ s Pile ; 8 


Where, through Science aids, blest with Gospel Light, 
5307] rhe blind, in joy, forget their loss of sight. 


. ext for fetes, Grzoran TEMPLE* opes its halls ; 


Of with Apollo's strains, x resound its walls ; 
‘erpsichore here too, holds lithesome Balls. 
has gas a of Song, _ 
Se 
| countless throng. — 
oc and pray 
Its doors expand t’ all,: Merial. and Lay ;— 
Here oft, Christ’s Ministers, His Gospel obethe — 
‘ onc ily ‘dar'd to teach. — 
sto Here—you one da ‘roam ina | ‘ancy Fair, 
e , da th it hea fair ; 


And on the —— ee Sermons hear, 4 - 


Here too, M ontes ‘ 


Fine Arts’ Scxo0n, — with 


ey aauty vies, 
- ) For chasteness ora sign bears off the prize; 


_ By, honors here won, Students gain aname, aay 
And first footing, in ane T emple of Fame! ! 


ery 
Net mite those twin-scions + 
Which i in ‘Town's annals fill a a part ; 


t of Golston’s Pee 


MPs chronicled, th the Maiden Queen here stay’d, 
jen she Bristol a Royal visit paid. 
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‘Once too—Royal Ann lodg’d- beneath its roof, 

Of Her condescension, a gracious proof. 

Here youth imbibe Religion’s early seeds, 

Ere in their hearts take root Sin’s noxious weeds ; 
There old age, ebbing with life’s setting rays, 


Secures a safe retreat for latter days. 


- 
There—GuILpHALt proudly swells in Tudor guise, 


And Justice, and Commerce, with Halls supplies. 


i The Civic Parliament maintain their state 
560 In Torzey Courr and on affairs debate: 
The Classic chasteness of this Court’s design, 
And rich details, with delight fill the mind : 


Here Magistrates in routine daily meet, 


i. Dispensing justice from judicial seat : 
3 Here lawyers plead,—with tongue—mock battles 
% fight, * 


Yet love as brothers, and in fees unite ; 
So actors on the stage—feign’d feuds maintain, 


And mutual thrusts exchange for mutual gain. 


Mark,—type o’ its late London sister, th’ Excuanen, 
570 Round whose piazzas spacious buildings range ; 
At ’Change hours, merchants crowd the cover’d walk, 


On commerce and trade with their neighbours talk ; 
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Some whisper secret news to private ears, 

Or drop a hint on “ stocks,” or railway shares : 
No ship, no steamer cuts the briny main, 

But here sails swifter in her owner’s brain : 

Hope wings the sails, and lagging ships forestalls ; 


Thus, like ‘‘consols,” merchant’s heart, mounts and ‘ 
falls. 


In fjont is seen a New Bank’s splendid pile, 
580 Glowing in the florid Venetian style. 


A House, of form grotesque, there holds its stand : a 
At High Street corner, from Batavia’s land ; , 

Its sisters~-by the curious may be found : 7 

Tn Steep and Host’s by-streets,—that circle round. 

Whitson’s remains in Nich’las Church repose, 

Whilst monument his civic honors shows, : 4 


The Redmaids’ School his heart’s great goodness 


proves. 


There—New Marker seems all rivals t’ unite, 


Whose blended off’rings,—now all tastes invite. 


590 THEATRE,—though modest its front’s exterior, 
So pleas’d was Garrick with its interior, 
That in its honour he a prologue made, 
With pomp at its inauguration read ! 
In bygone days, here Catalani sung, 


When its walls with enchanting Music rung. 
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~The good Lessee its well-earn’d fame maintains 


By lib’ral management,—though small his gains. 


Next claims our glance the City Library ; 

To all, whether of high or low degree, | 
600 Are its rich Literary treasures free. 

Whose good Librarian’s antiquarian lore, 


Enhances much its topographic store. " 


In Town’s centre, in area remote, 
Old Castle’s site marks a ditch,—once its moat ;— 
In olden times, th’ Avon swept past its walls, 
When oft Royalty grac’d its festive halls. 
This Legend, which gains strength through Civic Seal, 
To you, kind reader, shall my pen reveal ; © 
When first Edward o’er England held proud sway, 
60 And chanc’d here hold Court, on a festive day :— 
A Welsh-bound ship from France, long toss’d at sea, 
In Avon’s safe roads sought security ; 
This ship, foreign its build, and great its size, 
Struck the neighbouring Pillmen with surprise ; 
Who, the crew induc’d up th’ Avon venture, 
And Bristol’s port for refitment enter : 
Thence, to Castle’s hidden creek, those of Note 
Were entic’d, ere they learnt the treach’rous plot ; 
Whilst maids far’d well, chains were their kinsmen’s 
lot. 
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69 Fair Eleanor, Lewellyn’s plighted Bride, 
Almeric,* and great retinue beside, 

Were thus captives made,—and a priceless freight 
Of rich velvets, silks, and jew’ls sparkling bright ; 
In vain does Prince of Wales claim back his bride, 
King Edward does but his demands deride ; 
In vain too, fair Bride pleads with sobs and sighs ; 
In vain too, pleads th’ eloquence of her eyes ; 
Gold’s lust, and vengeance o’er King's heart hold sway, 
Which thence all nobler passions chase away, 

6309 Who, from the Prince homage and ransom claims ; 
He yields,—on Bride’s rescue bent all his aims. 
In revenge of past raids, we trace the cause,— 
Of this breach of honcr, and social laws. 
After six centuries of honor’d life, « 
Spent in’ts Sov’reigns’ support, midst bloody strife, 
This Castle fell by Cromwell’s ruthless hand, 
When fierce civil war rag’d throughout the land ; 
Who, — whilst viewing the razure of its halls, 


His Yacht moor’d to post in yon Churchyard walls. + 


640 Nunngy CastLe (by Timsb’ry’s Knight once own’d) 
As Rupert’s out-post first defiance frown’d ; 
Its site, by nature weak, though strong its walls, 
Soon fell, defenceless made by Cromwell’s balls. 


* Eleanor’s brother. 


+ Cromwell’s post may still be seen, walled into the St. 
Mary-le-port churchyard walls. 


End of Part IV. 
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QueeEn’s SquarE,—Royal William’s statue graces, 
His stern will, one in his features traces, 

He with a Cesar-air,*—his war-horse strides, 

And his mien assuming, all foes derides ;— 

This Rysbach’s chef d’ceuvre, much exalts his name, 


And a lustre sheds o’er his well-earn’d fame. 


650 Here—once the Mayor's official Manston stood, — 
Then, from its cellars, Bacchus’ best e’er flow’d, 
Then, from its larders came the daititiest food ; 
When that anti-festive spirit Reform, 
Stirt’d up Socialism’s all-levelling storm, 
And that monster,—in revolt rear’d its head, 
*T was in convivial mood—with Banquet spread :— 
The Petrel—borne on the wings of the gale 
Cresting its waves—laughs at each surge-toss’d sail:-~ 
So Brereton }—dar'd riot-storm to deride, 
ss 660 Calm himself—its rous’d spirit hop’d to guide ; 
Vain this hope—in vain, were mild measures tried, 
He soon in dismay—sought official aid ;— 


Most civic Dons (save Mayor,) excuses made ;— 


* This Statue is robed as a Roman Cesar. 


+The late Major Brereton, who commanded the Military 
force. 
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Some answer’d, when, “To horse, to horse,” he cried ; 
“ That none, save their own hobbies could they ride, 
*Twas death to them} to attempt chargers stride :—” 
Quick their terror saw— dread Socialism’s crew, 
Who to th’ attack with tiger-fierceness flew, 
The barriers fore’d—civie Dons took flight 

67 Alarm’d,—forgot for once their soul’s delight, 
Left venison, turtle’s lures, and spic’d ragout, 
And wines, the finest Spain and France e’er grew ; 
When th’ officials sped, rest affrighted fled, 
And fire and rapine o’er the city spread, 
Till small, but gallant band, maintain’d their post, 
And thus snatch’d vict’ry from mob’s ruthless host. 
Gaol, Mansion, Custom House, and Palace fell 
Beneath the flames of these dire fiends of Hell. 
Ill-tim’d forbearance most men deem the cause 

680 Of these Riots, and menace of our Laws. 
Yet these proofs of mob’s version of Reform, 
By making England tremble with alarm 
For ri Freedoms’ reign,—did more good than harm’ 
Though great Bristol’s loss,— greater England’s gain, — 
Thus God's greatest boons come through greatest pain. 


On Bathurst’s brink, mark Gen’rat Hosprrrar,— 
Which freely gives its healing boons to all ; 
In its fine wards, the sick ne’er woo in vain 


Fhysician’s aid, to mitigate their pain, 
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690 Nor the maim’d—the skill’d Surgeon's praétis’d knife, 
Which, by prompt use, oft saves the patient's life. 
In its elder sister’s less chaste désign, 
Equal, if not greater, ben’fits combine ; 
Their profession here Galen’s sons acquire, — 


And Science’ aids their budding genius fire. 


Eastward,—Great WestERN’s Station’s proud array 
Of Tudor buildings,—makes a grand display ; 
Though its long arcades—court admiration, 


Yield in comforts slight accommodation. 


700 Nestling midst the shadows of Knowle Hill's crest , 
" The Crmer’ry spreads,—’neath whose flow’r-gemm’d 
breast, 
Freed from woe, freed from pain, the Dead find rest ; 
The rich here,—reach’d their final earthly bourn, 
Of all grandeur and mortal honors shorn, 
In harmony with their poor neighbours dwell, 4 
Their sole possession left,—a lonely cell :—- * 
All wait,—till by last trump of judgment daygf 
Rous’d from sleep, they quit these ten’ments of clay. 


Next Arno’s Court, with its lab’rinth of roof, 

710 Of industry’s success gives striking proof ; 
Its founders, though first of a menial trade, 
Rising step by step, soon large fortunes made. 
As ‘* Good Shepherd’s Convent,” its doors unfold 


To fair sheep who have stray’d from virtue’s fold. 


AT 


Next Brislington’s embattled Tow’r is seen 


*Midst villas, fring’d with zones of evergreen. 


Hill’s brow cresting, o’er Avon’s vale looks down, 
Fox’s Asytum,—itself a little town ;— 
There, patients inhaling the balmy breeze, 
7 Tn joy, well nigh forget their sad disease ; 
Their minds, beguil’d in luxury and ease, 
Freed from care soon acquire their wonted tone, 


When calm Reason regains her mental throne. 


There stands—no, like Pisa’s leans—Temple Tow’r, 


Which proves stonework’s strength and cohesive pow’. 
Pp g Pp 


Near, huge Glass domes their pyramids display, 
Aping the tombs where Egypt’s Monarchs lay ; 
Frompvarious works and countless funnels stream 
Coe of murky smoke, mix’d with high-press’d 
steam ; 

730 Vitriolftend like works, through tall chimneys breathe 
Such noisome vapours, in a curling wreath, 
That their fetid blast man and beast annoys 


Around,—and Nature’s verdant charms destroys. 


Custom Hous, in plain guise through trees there 
shines, 


Where Commerce pays her tributary Coins ; 
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Here train’d officials guard with eagle’s eye 

The rev’nue, and into trade’s myst’ries pry ; 

While coast-guards watch creeks and shores night and 
day, 


Trying ‘o inveigle some floating prey. 


740 In shape of letter Y the Hansour-FLoat 
4x pands—its waters, calm as castle’s moat : 
Along its Quays large ships at anchor ride— 
Whose countless freights the wants of all provide : 
In long vistas—forests of masts extend, 

Whose graceful forms, to Commerce beauty lend ; 
Ships—furl’d their snowy wings —in safety sleep, 
Till wind and tide recall them to the deep. 

Here, Prinee Albert cheer’d on her briny way* 
The Great Britain,—the greatest of her day— 

70 Though thus her baptism, Royal honors iii 
Yet, on her first voyage old Neptune frown’d, 
Griev‘d p’rhaps, she was steer’d by a son disown’d, 
By whose false guidance beach’d in Dundrusa bay 
She there for months shatter'd and helpless lay : 

“*Till through Brunel,—-regain’d her ocean-home, 
She o’er its stormy waves, still loves to roam.— 
Tis mooted,—at Avon’s mouth, some miles down, 


To new Port i oe railway link’d to town,— 


a 
“The noe Britain was floated (not faunched) from the dock 
in which she was built, 
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Though Pirzeus, the classic thought suggests, 


760 Should port lure town, marr’d would be its int’ rests. 


Southward, on Islet by Avon bounded, 

New Prison stands, by twin-walls surrounded : 
Though art here nature aids at great expense, 

When riots rag’d, how weak was its defence ! 

With crow-bars soon the mob the barriers smash'd, 
And through the gates like whelming torrents dash’d, 
The pris’ners freed—destruction’s work began, 


And with lightning-speed through the Prison ran, 


Near—Leigh’s Scion * built, and nobly founded, 
770 CuurcH and Sailor’s Home, by water bounded ; 
This best memorial to the best of Sires, 
. With gratitude ten Neptune’s sons inspires. 


There,—with front disfigur’d in modern guise,— 

Canyyox’s Mansion, greets our delighted eyes ; 

Within, Good Taste has rescu’d from decay 

Priz’d relics—thus Time cheating of his prey : 

Here’s seen,—adapted now to classic trade,— _ 

The Chapel, where once this Prince Merchant 
pray’d— 

Scarce scath’d still stands in pristine garb array’d : | 


* New Sailor’s Home and Church, built and founded by 7 
R. Miles, Esq., 1858. 
D 
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780 The carve-work—the arch’d couplings of its roof— 
Of its designer’s skill give pleasing proof ; 
O’er chinmey, richly carv’d in bas-relief, 
Solomon’s judgment soothes true plaintiff's grief : 
Through th’ owner’s kindness, in this hallow’d room, 


Thave materials glean’d for this my Poem. 


There, on high pedestal stands the StatuE,— 
Of that, Boy,*#—whose genius no equal knew, 
Th’ enigma of whose hapless Life—t’ unseal 


I tempt not—o’er it throw oblivion’s veil. 


790 Repoutrr’s noble Church, through broad England's 
realm, ; 
For beauty of design bears off the palm ; 
No pen untutor’d in the Seulptor’s art, 
Can do justice to ev’ry peerless ‘part. 
Though there’s Canynges’s Tomb,—with grand honors 
¢crown’d, 
What Monument so grand as Church around ? 
Methinks; we see in each traceri’d part 
The sctlptur’d reflex of his zealous heart ; 
; When Time's decay shall these have swept away, 
Yet will His pious deeds immortal stay. 
800 Bristolians, may her Founder’s deathless fame, 


In you, revive Religion’s Holy flame, 


* Chatterton. 
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